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THE INDIAN WANTS THE BRONX was first presented at the 
Astor Place Theatre in New York City (along with ITS CALLED 
THE SUGAR PLUM) on January 17, 1968 by Ruth Newton Pro- 


ductions in association with Diana Mathews. It was directed by James 
Hammerstein and designed by Fred Voelpel The cast was as follows: 


(IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE) 


Gupta, AN East INDIAN ......... ccc ccec cence ceeeees John Cazale 
JOEY 2esox eta ws Weta eA Geb wae eee eas Matthew Cowles 
MURPH: ices Bien ead Sn Baw a we Oe er ead BRR Al Pacino 


Setting: A bus stop on upper Fifth Avenue in New York City. 
Time: A chilly, September’s night. 





There is no crime greater, more worthy of punishment, than 
being strange and frightened among the strange and fright- 
ened . . . except assimilation to the end of becoming strange 
and frightened, but apart from one’s own real self. 








AUTHOR’S NOTE 


This is, quite simply, a play about communication. 
If you (The Actors) enjoy playing it, the audience 
will enjoy seeing it. Don’t push for “Drama” or 
“Comedy.” Play the truth. You'll be rewarded. 


Israel Horovitz 


THE INDIAN WANTS 
THE BRONX 


As the curtains open, the lights fade up, revealing Gupta, 
an East Indian. He is standing alone, right of center 
stage, near a “bus stop’ sign. An outdoor telepbone 
booth is to bis left, several city owned ‘‘litter’’ baskets to 
bis right. 

Gupta is in bis early fifties. Altbougb be is swartby in 
complexion, be is anything but sinister. He is, in fact, 
meek and visibly frightened by the city. 

He is dressed in traditional East Indian garb, appropri- 
ately for mid-September. As curtain rises Gupta is in 
center, looking for a bus. He crosses right. 

As Gupta strains to look for a bus on the horizon, the 
voices of two boys can be heard in the distance, singing. 
They sing a rock 'n roll song, flatly, trying to barmonize. 


JOEY. (Entering from u. R., leading.) 
I walk the lonely streets at night, 
A’lookin’ for your door, 
I look and look and look and look, 
But, baby, you don’t care. 
Baby, you don’t care. 
Baby, no one cares. 

MURPH. (Following Joey. Murpb stops Joey u. C. Interrupting.) 
Wait a minute, Joey. I’ll take the harmony. Listen. (He sings.) 
But, baby, you don’t care, 

Baby, you don’t care. 
Baby, no one cares. 
(Confident that be bas fully captured tbe correct barmony, be 
boasts.) See? Pve got a knack for harmony. You take the low 
part. 
BOYS. (u. c. They sing, together.) 
I walk . . . the lonely, lonely street... 
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A’listenin’ for your heartbeat, 
Listening for your love. 
But, baby, you don’t care. 
Baby, you don’t care. 
Baby, no one cares. 
(They appear on stage. First boy is Joey. Second boy is Murpb. 
Joey is slight, baby-faced, in bis early twenties. Murpb is stronger, 
long-haired, the same age.) 
MURPH. (Circles p. c., Joey crosses L. to baskets. Singing.) 
. The lonely, lonely streets, called out for lovin’ 
. but there was no one to love... 
*cause, baby, you don’t care . 
JOEY. (Joins in the singing.) 
Baby, you don’t care... . 
MURPH. 
Baby, you don’t care. 
Baby, you don’t care. 
Baby, no one cares. 
Baby, no one cares. 
(Crosses D. Calls out into the audience, across to the row of 
apartment houses opposite the Park.) Hey, Pussyface! Can you 
hear your babies singing? Pussyface. We’re calling you. (Crosses 
u.) 
JOEY. (Joins in.) Pussyface. Your babies are serenading your 
loveliness. (They laugh.) 
MURPH. 
Baby, no one cares. 
MURPH and JOEY. (Murph is u. L. and Joey is u. of baskets. 
Singing together.) 
Baby, no one cares. 
Baby, no one cares. 
MURPH. (Crosses down. Screams.) Pussyface, you don’t care, 
you Goddamned idiot! (Murph notices The Indian.) Hey. Look at 
the Turk. (Joey stares at The Indian for a moment, then replies.) 
JOEY. (Foot on u. litter. basket.) Just another pa face. Be- 
sides. That’s no Turk, It’s an Indian. 
MURPH. (Rr. of Joey. Continues to sing.) 
Baby, no one cares. 
(Jle dances to his song, strutting in The Indian's direction. 
10 


He then turns back to Joey during the completion of bis stanza 
and feigns a boxing match, D. litter basket.) 

I walk the lonely, lonely streets, 

A’callin’ out for loving .. . 

But, baby, you don’t give a Christ for 

Nothin’ . . . Not for nothin’. 
(Murpb pretends to swing a punch at Joey, who backs off laugh- 
ing.) You’re nuts. It’s a Turk! 
JOEY. Bet you a ten spot. It’s an Indian. 
MURPH. It’s a Turk, schmuck. Look at his fancy hat. Indians 
don’t wear fancy hats. (Calls across the street, again.) Hey, 
Pussyface. Joey thinks we got an Indian. (Back to Joey.) Give 
me a Cigarette. 
JOEY. (Crosses rR.) You owe me a pack already, Murphy. 
MURPH. So I owe you a pack. Give me a cigarette. 
JOEY. (Crosses L.) Say “please,” maybe? 
MURPH. Say “I'll bust your squash if you don’t give me a cig- 
arette!”’ 
JOEY. One butt, one noogie. 
MURPH. First, the butt. 
JOEY. You’re a Jap, Murphy. (As Joey extends the pack, Murpb 
grabs it. Ducks L. and around litter baskets.) 
MURPH. You lost your chance, baby. (Jo the apartment block.) 
Pussyface! Joey lost his chance! 
JOEY. We made a deal. A deal’s a deal. You’re a Jap, Murphy. 
A rotten Jap. (Jo the apartment.) Pussyface, listen to me! 
Murphy’s a rotten Jap and just Japped my whole pack. That’s 
unethical, Pussyface. He owes me noogies, too! 
MURPH. (Rr. of Joey.) Now Ill give you twenty noogies, so 
we'll be even. (He raps Joey on the rR. arm. The Indian looks up, 
as Joey squeals.) 
JOEY. Hey. The Indian’s watching. 
MURPH. (Raps Joey sharply again on the arm.) Indian’s a 
Turkie. 
JOEY. (Grabs Murpb's arm and twists it bebind bis back.) 
Gimme my pack and it’s an Indian, right? 
MURPH. I'll give you your head in a minute, jerkoff. 
JOEY. Indian? Indian? Say, Indian! (Crosses. Murph twists 
around. He twists Joey's little finger, slowly. Joey's in pain.) 
MURPH. Turkie? Turkie? 
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JOEY. Turkie. OK. Let go. (Murpb lets bim up and laughs. 
Joey crosses L. of baskets, jumps up and screams.) Indian! (He 
runs a few steps.) Indian! 

MURPH. (Laugbing.) If your old lady would have you on 
Thanksgiving you’d know what a turkey was, ya’ jerk. (Hits 
him on the arm again.) Here’s another noogie, turkie-head! (The 
Indian coughs.) 

JOEY. Hey, look. He likes us. Shall I wink? 

MURPH. You sexy beast, you’d wink at anything in pants. 

JOEY. Come on. Do I look like a Murphy? 

MURPH. (Grabs Joey and twists both of bis arms from bebind.) 
Take that back. 

JOEY. Aw! ya’ bastard. I take it back. 

MURPH. You’re a Turkie-lover, right? 

JOEY. Right. 

MURPH. Say it. 

JOEY. I’m a Turkie-lover. 

MURPH. You're a Turkie-humper, right? 

JOEY. You're a Turkie-humper. 

MURPH. Say, J'm a Turkie-humper. 

JOEY. That’s what I said. You’re a Turkie-humper. (Murpb 
twists bis arms a bit furtber.. OWW, YA’ DIRTY BASTARD! 
All right, I’m a Turkie-humper! Now, leggo! (Joey pretends to 
laugh.) 

MURPH. You gonna hug him and kiss him and love him up like a 
mother ? 

JOEY. Whose mother? 

MURPH. Your mother. She humps Turkies, right? 

POEY. Owww! All right. Yeah. She humps Turkies. Now, leggo! 
MURPH. (He lets go.) You're free. 

JOEY. (Crosses p. C. Breaks. Changes the game.) Where’s the 
bus? 

MURPH. (Steps p. c.) Up your mother. 

JOEY. My old lady’s gonna kill me. It must be late as hell. 
MURPH. So why don’t you move out? 

JOEY. Where to? 

MURPH. Maybe we'll get our own place. Yeah. How about that, 
Joey? 

JOEY. (p. L. litter basket.) Yeah, sure. I move out on her and 
she starves. You know that. 
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MURPH. Let her starve, the Turkie-humper. 

JOEY. (Hits Murph on the arm and laughs.) That’s my mother 
you're desecrating, you nasty bastard. 

MURPH. How do you desecrate a whore? Call her a lady? 
JOEY. Why don’t you ask your mother? 

MURPH. (Hits Joey on the arm.) Big mouth, huh? 

JOEY. Hey! Why don’t you pick on som’body your own size, 
like Turkie, there. 

MURPH. Leave Turkie out of this. He’s got 6 elephants in his 
pocket, probably. 

JOEY. (Laughs at the possibility.) Hey Turkie, you got 6 ele- 
phants in your pocket? 

MURPH. Hey shut up, Joey. (Crosses D. L. of can. Joey is L. of 
bim. He glances in The Indian's direction and The Indian glances 
back.) Shut up. 

JOEY. Ask him for a match. 

MURPH. You ask him. 

JOEY. You got the butts. 

MURPH. Naw. 

JOEY. Chicken. Want some seeds to chew on? 

MURPH. Ill give you somethin’ to chew on. 

JOEY. Go on, ask him. I ain’t never heard an Indian talk Turkie- 
talk. 

MURPH. He’s a Turkie, I told ya’. Any jerk can see he’s a 
definite Turk! 

JOEY. You’re a definite jerk, then. "Cause I see a definite Indian! 
MURPH. Yeah? 

JOEY. Yeah. 

MURPH. (Crosses u. Alakes fox run u. R.) Pil show you. 
(Joey crosses D. L. basket. Murpb walks toward The Indian, 
slowly, taking a full 2 minutes to cross the stage. He slitbers 
from side to side and goes through pantomime of looking for 
matches.) 

JOEY. Hey Murph. You comin’ for dinner. We’re havin’ turkey 
tonight! Hey! Tell your Turkie to bring his elephants. 

MURPH. (Crosses L. C.) Schmuck! How’s he going to fit 6 
elephants in a rickshaw? Quick! 

JOEY. (Flatly.) Four in front. Three in back. (He reaches The 
Indian.) 

MURPH. (Crosses p.) Excuse me. May I borrow a match? 
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(Pantomimes looking for matches. Note: The Indian answers in 
bis own language, Hindi, not English, unless noted otherwise.) 
INDIAN. I cannot speak your language. | don’t understand. 
MURPH. (Jo Joey, does a terrific “take,” then speaks, incredu- 
lous.) He’s got to be kidding. (Joey and Murpb laugh.) 
INDIAN. I’m sorry. I don’t understand you. 

MURPH. No speak English, huh? (The Indian looks at bim 
blankly. Louder.) You can’t speak English, huh? (The Indian 
stares at bim confused by the increase in volume. The Indian smiles.) 
JOEY. (Crosses Rr. to Murpb. Flatly.) Son of a bitch. Hey, 
Murph. Guess what? Your Turkie only speaks Indian. 

MURPH. (Moves in closer, examining The Indian.) Say some- 
thing in Indian, big mouth. 

JOEY. (Holds up bis band.) How’s your teepee? (The Indian 
stares at bim. He laughs.) See. (The Indian welcomes Joey's 
laugb and smiles. He takes their bands and ‘‘shakes’’ them.) 
MURPH. (Nodding and smiling as he sbakes Indian's hand. 
Catches on as to why The Indian bas joined the smile and feigns 
a stronger smile until they all laugb aloud. Murph cuts off the 
laugbter witb:) You’re a fairy, right? 

INDIAN. (He smiles harder than before.) 1 don’t understand 
you. I’m looking for my son’s home. We were supposed to meet, 
but I could not find him. I’m looking for his home. This is his 
address. Am I headed in the correct direction? (The Indian pro- 
duces a slip of paper with an address typed on it. And a pboto- 
grapb.) 

MURPH. (Jakes pboto.) Gupta. In the Bronx. Maybe it is an 
Indian. Big deal. (Jo The Indian.) Indian, right? You an Indian? 
Indian? (Pauses.) He don’t know. (Murpb shakes bis bead up 
and down, smiling. The Indian, mistaking this signal for approval 
of direction, shakes his bead and smiles as well.) This picture 
must be his kid. Looks like you, Joe. 

JOEY. (Looks at picture. Steps L. out of Murpb's reach.) Looks 
Irish to me. (Hands picture to Murpb.) 

BOTH. Ohhh. 

MURPH. Yeah. Why’d you rape all those innocent children? 
(Pause.) I think he’s the wrong kind of Indian. (Jo The Indian.) 
You work in a resaurant? (Pauses. Does a homosexual ‘'s’’ sound 
witb:) It’s such a shame to kill these Indians. They do such su- 
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perb beaded work. (Murph shakes bis head up and down again, 
smiling.) 

INDIAN. (Follows Murphb’s cue.) I haven’t seen my son all day. 
Your city is so big and so busy. 

JOEY. Ask him to show you his elephants. 

MURPH. You ask. You’re the one who speaks Turkie-Indian. 
JOEY. (Steps toward them, bolds up band.) White man fork 
with tongue. Right? (Jhe Indian stares at bim blankly. Copies 
gesture.) Naw, he don’t understand me. You ask. You got the 
right kind of accent. All you foreigners understand each other 
good. (Pulls L.) 

MURPH. You want another noogie? 

JOEY. Maybe Turkie wants a noogie or six? 

MURPH. (Shaking bis bead.) You want a noogie, friend? 
INDIAN. (Agrees.) I’m sorry. I haven’t been here long. 
MURPH. Give him his noogie. 

JOEY. Naw. He’s your friend. You give it to him. That’s what 
friends are for. (Crosses down to basket Cc.) 

MURPH. (Looks at paper and photograph, gives them back. 
Murpb crosses L. Indian follows.) Jesus, look at that for a 
face. Prem Gupta. In the Bronx. Jesus, this is terrific. The Indian 
wants the Bronx. 

JOEY. He ain’t gonna’ find no Bronx on this bus. 

MURPH. Old Indian, pal. (Gives Indian card.) You ain’t going 
to find the Bronx on this bus, unless they changed Commissioners 
again. Now I’ve got a terrific idea for fun and profit. 

INDIAN. Excuse me? 

MURPH. (Leans v. basket. Pauses.) Why don’t you come home 
and meet my mother? (No response from The Indian.) Or maybe 
you'd like to meet Pussyface, huh? (Jo Joey. Crosses R. to Joey. 
Indian counters D. L.) Should we bring him over to Pussyface? 
JOEY. He don’t even know who Pussyface is. You can’t just go 
getting Indians blind dates without giving him a breakdown. 
MURPH. (Jo Indian.) OK, Chief. Here’s the breakdown on 
Pussyface. She’s a pig. She lives right over there. See that pretty 
building. (Points over the audience, to the back row.) That one. 
The fancy one. That's Pussyface’s hideaway. She’s our Social 
Worker. 

JOEY. That’s right. 
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MURPH. Pussyface got assigned to us when we were tykers, 
right, Joe? 

JOEY. Just little fellers. 

MURPH. Pussyface was sent to us by the City. To watch over 
us. And care for us. And love us like a Mother. Not because she 
wanted to. But because she was paid to. Because we were bad 
boys. We stole a car. 

JOEY. We stole two cars. 

MURPH. We stole two cars. And we knifed a kid. 

JOEY. You knifed a kid. 

MURPH. (Jo Jocy.) Tell it to the judge, fella! (He takes a pocket- 
knife from bis pocket and shows it to The Indian who pulls back 
in fear.) 

JOEY. The Chief thinks you’re going to cut him up into a totem 
pole. 

MURPH. Easy, Chief! I’ve never cut an Indian in my life. 
(Puts knife away.) 

JOEY. You’ve never seen an Indian in your life. 

MURPH. Anyway, you got a choice. My mother—who happens 
to have a terrific personality. Or Pussyface, our beloved Social 
lady. 

JOEY. (Starts p. from litter basket.) Where’s the bus? 
MURPH. It’s coming. 

JOEY. So’s Christmas. (Crosses D. R.) 

MURPH. Hey. Show Turkie my Christmas card for Pussyface. 
(Jo The Indian.) Pussyface gives us fun projects. I had to make 
Christmas cards last year. (Back to Joey.) Go on. Show the Chief 
the card. (Joey crosses u. to stand below c. can. Indian is D. L., 
below litter basket. Joey fishes through his wallet, finds a ‘‘dog- 
eared” pbotostat, gives it to Murph. He hands it to The Indian, 
who accepts curiously.) 

INDIAN. What is this? 

MURPH. I made that with my own two cheeks. Tell him, Joe. 
JOEY. Stupid, he don’t speak English. 

MURPH. It don’t matter. He’s interested, ain’t he? 

JOEY. You’re a fink-jerk. 

MURPH. Oooo. I'll give you noogies up the kazzooo. This is a 
Christmas card. I made it. Get me? Pussyface got us Christmas 
jobs last year. She got me one with the City. With the War on 
Poverty. I ran the Xerox machine. 
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JOEY. Jesus. You really are stupid. He don’t understand one 
word you're saying. 
MURPH. (Mimes the entire scene, slowly.) He’s interested, 
ain’t he? That’s more than I can say for most of them. (Jo The 
Indian.) Want to know how you can make your own Christmas 
cards with your simple Xerox 2400? It’s easy. I'll show you. 
Watch. (Crosses straigbt u. c. and begins bis act.) First you lock 
the door to the stat room, so no one can bust in. Then you turn 
the machine on. (Crosses D. to ‘machine’ turns dial.) Then you 
set the dial at the number of people you want to send cards to. 
30, 40. (Crosses u. again.) 
JOEY. 3 or 4. 
MURPH. Right, fella’. Then you take off your pants. And your 
underpants. Them’s the one’s underneath. (Crosses D. to “‘sit’’ 
with back to Indian.) You sit on the glass. You push the little but- 
ton. The lights flash. When the picture’s developed you write 
“Noel” across it! (Pauses. Crosses to Indian. Indian bands card 
to Murpb.) That’s how you make Christmas cards. (Murph waits 
for a reaction from The Indian, then turns back to Joey, dis- 
mayed. Jo Joey.) He’s waiting for the bus. (Gives bim card.) 
JOEY. Me, too. Jesus. Am I ever late! 
MURPH. (Crosses to c. basket p.) Tell her to stuff it. You’re a 
big boy now. 
JOEY. (Pacing r.) She gets frightened, that’s all. She really don’t 
care how late I come in, as long as I tell her when I’m coming. If 
I tell her One, and I don’t get in until One-thirty, she’s purple 
when I finally get in. (Pauses.) She’s alright. Where’s the God- 
damned bus, huh? (Calls across the park.) Pussyface, did you 
steal the bus, you dirty old whore? Pussyface, I’m calling you! 
(Pauses. Crosses D. R., looks for bus.) She’s alright, Murph. 
Christ, she’s my mother. I didn’t ask for her. She’s alright. 
MURPH. Who’s alright? That Turkie-humper? (Jo The Indian.) 
His old lady humps Turkies, you know that? (Smiles, but The 
Indian doesn't respond.) Hey, Turkie’s blowin’ his cool a little. 
(Indian crosses L. of C., looks for bus.) Least you got som’body 
waitin’. My old lady wouldn’t know if I was gone a year. 
JOEY. What? That Turkie-humper? 
MURPH. (Jo The Jndian—Murpb yells.) “Hey!” (The Indian 
jumps, startled, Murpb laughs.) Hey! You got any little Indians 
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runnin’ around your teepee? No? Yeah? No? Aw, ya’ stupid In- 
dian. Where is the Goddamn bus? 

JOEY. Let’s walk it. 

MURPH. Screw that. A hundred blocks? Besides, we gotta keep 
this old Turkie company, right? We couldn’t let him stand all 
alone in this big ole’ city. Some nasty boys might come along and 
chew him up, right? 

JOEY. We can walk it. Let the Indian starve. 

MURPH. (Crosses to Indian.) So walk it, jerk. I’m waiting with 
the chief. (Murpb stands next to The Indian.) 

JOEY. Come on, we'll grab the subway. 

MURPH. Joe, the trains are running crazy now. Anyway, I’m 
waitin’ with my friend the chief, here. You wanna’ go, go. (Mur- 
murs.) Where is it, Chief? Is that it? Here it comes. Huh? 
(Looks for the bus, acting it out.) I think I see it. Sure. 

JOEY. (Considers it.) Yeah, we gotta’ watch out for Turkie. 
(Crosses L. of Indian. Joey stands on the other side of The In- 
dian, who finally walks, slowly, back to the bus stop area.) 
MURPH. See that, Turkie, little Joey’s gonna’ keep us company. 
That’s nice, huh? (The Indian looks for the bus. He's still bold- 
ing J.D. card.) You know, Joey, this Turkie’s kinda’ a pain in the 
ass. He don’t look at me when I talk to him. (Jakes card, bands 
to Joey in front of Indian.) 

JOEY. He oughta’ look at you when you talk. He oughta’ be po- 
lite. (Hands card to Murpb bebind Indian. They pass the card in 
a game. The Indian smiles.) 

MURPH. I don’t think he learned many smarts in Indiana. Any 
slob knows enough to look when they’re being talked to. Huh? 
(Hands card to Joey in front of Indian.) 

JOEY. This ain’t just any slob. This is a definite Turkie-Indian 
slob. (Hands card to Murpb bebind Joey, as in a magic act. 
They fool The Indian.) 

MURPH. He’s one of them commie slobs, probably. War mon- 
gering bastard. (Card to Joey in front of Indian. Flatly.) Pinko, 
here, rapes all the little kids. 

JOEY. Terrible thing. (Card to Murpb.) Too bad we can’t give 
him some smarts. Maybe he could use a couple. 

MURPH. We'll give ’im plenty of smarts. (Crosses u. Jndian 
follows. Card to Indian.) Want some smarts, Chief? 
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INDIAN. I can’t understand you. Please? When is the bus due 
here? Am | at the right station? (Jle contains bis dignity, smiling.) 
JOEY. Hey, look. He’s talking out of the side of his mouth. 
Sure, that's right . . . Eley Murph. Ain’t Indian broads s’posed 
to have sideways breezers? Sure. 

MURPH. (Grins.) You mean Chinks, Joey. 

JOEY. Naw. Indian broads too. All them foreign broads. Their 
breezers are sideways. That’s why them foreign cars have the 
back seats facing the side, right? 

MURPH. Is that right, Turkie? Your broads have horizontal 
snatches? 

INDIAN. (Stares at bim nervously.) I can’t understand you. 
MURPH. (Repeating bim in the same language.) I can’t under- 
stand you. 

INDIAN. (Recognizing the language, finally. He speaks with in- 
credible speed. Murpb backs R., Indian forward.) Yes, that’s cor- 
rect. I can’t understand your language. I’m sorry, but I’ve only 
been in your country for a few days. I haven’t had time to un- 
derstand your language. Please forgive me. I’m separated from 
my son. He’s been living in your country for six years. When 
his mother died two months ago, he sent for me. I came im- 
mediately. He’s a good son to his father. I’m sorry I haven’t 
learned your language yet, but I shall learn. 

MURPH. (Does a “‘take.”’ Flatly.) This Turkie’s a real pain in 
the ass. (Crosses D. R. leaving Indian at c. litter basket.) 

JOEY. (Crosses u. t.) Naw. I think he’s pretty interesting. I 
never saw an Indian before. 

MURPH. (Crosses to Joey and slaps the back of Joey's head.) 
Oh. It’s fascinating. It’s marvelous. This city’s a regular melting 
pot. Turkies. Kikes like you. (Pause.) I even had me a real French 
lady once. 

JOEY. A French lady, huh? 

MURPH. Yep. A real French broad. 

JOEY. (Jlolds a beat. Springs Rr. Indian counters c.) You been 
at your mother again? 

MURPH. (Hits bim on the arm.) Wiseass. Just what nobody 
likes. A wiseass. 

JOEY. Where’d you have this French lady, huh? 

MURPH. (p. basket L.) I found her in the park over there. 
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(Points.) Just sitting on a bench. She was great. (Boasts.) A real 
talent. 
JOEY. Yeah, sure thing. (Calls into the park. Crosses u. L. In- 
dian crosses u. R. to look.) Hello, talent. Hello, talent! (Pauses.) 
I had a French girl, too. (Jurns to avoid Murph's eyes, caught in 
a lie.) Where the hell’s that bus? (Crosses pD. R. C.) 
MURPH. Sure you did. Like the time you had a mermaid? 
JOEY. (p. basket c. Indian crosses u. of Joey to watch.) You bet- 
ter believe I did. She wasn’t really French. She just lived there 
a long time. I went to first grade with her. Geraldine. She was my 
first girl-friend. (Jalks very quickly.) Her old man was in the 
Army or something, ’cause they moved to France. She came back 
when we were in high school. 
MURPH. Then what happened? 
JOEY. Nothin’. She just came back, that’s all. 
MURPH. I thought you said you bad her? 
JOEY. No, she was just my girl-friend. 
MURPH. In high school? 
JOEY. No, ya’ stoop. In the first grade. I just told you. 
MURPH. You had her in the first grade? 
JOEY. Jesus, you’re stupid. She was my girl-friend. That’s all. 
MURPH. (Feigns excitement.) Hey... that’s a sweet little 
story. (Flatly.) What the hell’s wrong with you? 
JOEY. What do ya’ mean? 
MURPH. What do you mean, “what do you mean?” First you 
say you had a French girl, then you say you had a girl-friend in 
first grade, who went to France. What the hell kind of story’s that? 
JOEY. It’s a true one, that’s all. Yours is full of crap. 
MURPH. What’s full of crap? 
JOEY. About the French lady in the park. You never had any 
French lady unless you been at your own old lady again. Or 
maybe you’ve been at Pussyface? 
MURPH. Jesus, you’re lookin’ for it, aren’t you? 
JOEY. I mean, if you gotta’ tell lies to your best buddy, you’re 
in bad shape, that’s all. 
MURPH. (Gives Joey a “highb-sign.’’) Best buddy? You? (Noogie 
gesture to Joey. The noogie gesture sign to The Indian. He re- 
turns the obscene gesture, thinking it an American sign of wel- 
come.) 
JOEY. Terkie! Is that how it is in Ceylon, sir? 
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MURPH. Say-lon? What the hell is say-long? 

JOEY. See, ya’ jerk, Ceylon’s part of India. That’s where they 

grow tea. 

MURPH. No kiddin’? Boy it’s terrific what you can learn just 

standin’ on a corner with a schmuck like you. Tea, huh? (Jo The 

Indian, be screams:) Hey! (Crosses u. L., looks for bus, crosses to 

Indian. The Indian turns around, startled, but catches Murpb at 

the game and smiles. Murpb returns the smile and asks:) How’s 

your teabags? (No response.) No? (Jo Jcey.) Guess you’re 

wrong again. He don’t know teabags. 

JOEY. Look at the bags under his eyes. 

(Transition scene: Murpb screams: ‘Hey!"—The Indian smiles. 

They dance a war-dance around bim—beating a rbytbm on the 

trasbcans, bissing and cat-calling for a full minute. Murpb scares 

Indian who retreats u. R. Murph ends the dance witb a final 

“Hey!” The Indian jumps in fear. Murpb works Indian around 

and D. L. bebind litter baskets. Now that they sense his fear, the 

comedy has ended.) 

MURPH. Turkie looks like he’s getting bored. 

JOEY. Poor old Indian. Maybe he wants to play a game. 

MURPH. You know any poor old Indian games? 

JOEY. We could burn him at the stake. (He laughs.) That ain’t 

such a terrible idea, you know. Maybe make an Indian stew. 

MURPH. Naw, we couldn’t burn a nice fellow like Turkie. That’s 

nasty. 

JOEY. We got to play a game. Pussyface always tells us to play 

games. (Jo the apartment.) Ain’t that right, Pussyface? You al- 

ways want us to play games. 

MURPH. (Screams.) Hey! (Jbe Indian jumps, startled again.) 

Hey! I know a game. (Makes false jump at Indian.) “Indian—In- 

dian—Where’s the Indian?” 

JOEY. That’s a sweet game. I haven’t played that for years. 

MURPH. (Steps c. toward Joey.) Wiseass. You want to play a 

game, don’t you? 

. JOEY. Indian-Indian. Where’s the Indian? 

MURPH. Sure. It’s just like Ring-a-leave-eo. Only with a spin. 

JOEY. That sounds terrific. 

MURPH. (Crosses to Joey.) Look. I spin the hell out of you 

until you’re dizzy. Then you run across the street and get Pussy- 
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face. I'll grab the Indian and hide him. Then Pussyface and you 
come over here and try to find us. 

JOEY. We're going to spin, huh? 

MURPH. Sure. 

JOEY. Who’s going to clean up after you? Remember the ferris 
wheel, big shot? All those happy faces staring up at you? 
MURPH. (Crosses u. L., looking toward Indian.) I ain’t the 
spinner. You’re the spinner. I'll hide the Chief. Go on. Spin. 
JOEY. (u., steps c.) How about if we set the rules as we go 
along? (Jo The Indian.) How does that grab you, Chief? 
INDIAN. I’m sorry, but I can’t understand your language. 
MURPH. He’s talking Indianna again. He don’t understand. Go 
on. Spin. I'll grab the Chief while you’re spinning . . . count to 
ten . . . hide the Chief, while you’re after Pussyface. Go on. 
Spin. 

JOEY. (Steps L.) I ain’t going to spin. I get sick. 

MURPH. Ain’t you going to play? 

JOEY. I'll play. But I can’t spin any better than you can. I get 
sick, You know that. How about if you spin and I hide the Chief? 
You can get Pussyface. She likes you better than me, anyhow. 
MURPH. Pussyface ain’t home. You know that. She’s in New 
Jersey. 

JOEY. Then what the hell’s the point of this game, anyway? 
MURPH. It’s just a game. We can pretend. 

JOEY. You can play marbles for all I care. I just ain’t going to 
spin, that’s all. And neither are you. So let’s forget the whole 
game. 

MURPH. (Fiercely.) Spin! Spin! 

JOEY. You spin. 

MURPH. (Slaps Joey on arm.) Hey. I told you to spin. (Murpb 
Squares off against Joey, menacingly. Joey looks Murpb straight 
in the eye for a moment and then says:) 

JOEY. OK. Big deal. So I'll spin. Then I get Pussyface, right? 
You ready to get the Chief? 

MURPH. Will you stop talking and start spinning? 

JOEY. Alright. Alright. Here I go. (Joey spins bimself meekly 
Uu. R., as Murph crosses u. L. Murph grabs The Indian and runs 
for the trash can. Joey giggles as he spins ever so slowly. Murph 
glances at Joey as Joey pretends. Murpb is confused.) There. I 
spun. Is that OK? 
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MURPH. That’s a spin? 

JOEY. (Crosses c.) Well, it wasn’t a fox trot. 

MURPH. I told you to spin! Any slob knows that ain’t no spin! 

Now spin, God damn it! Spin! 

JOEY. (Crosses to Murpb.) This is stupid. You want to play 

games. You want a decent spin. (Strikes at Murpb.) You spin. 

(He walks straight to Murpb—a challenge. Joey slaps Murph. 

They freeze.) 

MURPH. (Circles Joey as if to bit bim. He squares off, viciously. 

Raises bis arms. Looks at Joey cruelly and orders:) Spin me. 

(Joey brings Murpb's arms bebind Murpb's back, and holds 

Murpb's wrists firmly, so Murph is helpless. Joey spins bim three 

times. Slowly at first. Then faster. Faster. Joey's hostility is re- 

leased. Joey laughs.) 

JOEY. You wanted to spin. Spin. Spin. (Joey spins Murph fran- 

tically. The Indian watches in total borror, not knowing what to 

do. The Indian cuddles next to the Bus Stop sign: his island of 

safety. Murpb screams:) 

MURPH. Enough, you little bastard. 

JOEY. (Continues to spin bim.) Now YOU get Pussyface. Go 

on. (He spins Murpb all the faster as in a grotesque dance gone 

beserk.) PLL hide the Chief. This is your game! This is your 

game. YOU get Pussyface. I’ll hide the Chief. Go on, Murphy. 

You want some more spin. (Joey bas stopped the spinning now, 

as Murph is obviously ill.) You want to spin some more? 

MURPH. Stop it, Joey. I’m sick. 

JOEY. (Spins Murpb once more around.) You want to spin some 

more or are you going to get Pussyface and come find the Chief 

and me? 

MURPH. You little bastard. 

JOEY. (Spins Murpb once again, still bolding Murpb belpless 

with bis arms bebind bis back.) PLL hide the Chief. YOU get 

Pussyface and find us. OK? OK? OK? 

MURPH. (Stumbling u. rR.) OK. You bastard. OK. 

JOEY. (Spins Murph once more.) Here’s one more for good 

luck. (Joey spins Murpb three more times, fiercely, then shoves 

bim off stage. Murphy can be beard retching, about to vomit, 

during the final spins. Joey first pusbes Murpb off stage, then 

grabs The Indian, who pulls back in terror. Murpb stumbles off rR. 
23 


as Joey crosses D. S., grabs The Indian, pushes him p. behind litter 
baskets.) 

INDIAN. No, please, what are you going to do? 

JOEY. Easy, Chief, (Slaps The Indian.) It’s just a game. Murph 
spun out on us. It’s just a game. I’ve got to hide you now. 
(Murph’s final puking sounds can be beard well in the distance.) 
INDIAN. No. No. Please. I beg you. 

JOEY. Easy, Chief. Look. I promise you, this ain’t for real. This 
is only a game. A game. Get it? It’s all a game! Now I got to 
count to ten. One. Two. Three. Murphy? (He laughs.) Four. 
Five. Murph? Come get us. Six. Seven. Pussyface is waiting. Eight. 
Nine. (Pauses. Crosses R.) Murphy? Murph? Hey, Buddy. (Joey 
stands up. Speaks.) Ten. (Indian crosses L. of litter baskets.) 
Get up. Up. (No response.) Get up, Turkie. (Joey turns, sees Jn- 
dian is already up. The Indian shakes from fear. Then The Indian 
shakes from a chill. There is a moment's silence as Joey watches. 
Joey removes his own sweater and offers it to The Indian.) Here. 
Here. Put it on. It’s OK. Put it on. (Joey crosses to Indian, ties 
sweater around his neck. The Indian stares at the sweater. Joey 
takes it from bis bands and begins to cover The Indian, who is 
amazed. Joey speaks:) I hope I didn’t hurt you too much. You 
OK? (Joey crosses u. c. No response.) You ain’t sick too bad, 
huh? (Pause.) Huh? (Checks The Indian for cuts.) You look OK. 
You’re OK, huh? (No response.) I didn’t mean to rough you up 
like that, but . . . you know. Huh? (Zhe Indian raises bis eyes 
to meet Joey's. Joey looks down to avoid the stare.) I hope you 
ain’t mad at me or nothin’. (Pause.) Boy, it’s gettin’ chilly. | 
mean, it’s cold, right? Sure is quiet all of a sudden. Kind of 
spooky, huh? (Calls.) Hey, MURPHY! (Joey laughs aloud.) 
Murph ain’t a bad guy. He’s my best buddy, see? I mean, he gets 
kinda’ crazy sometimes, but that’s all. Everybody gets kind of 
crazy sometime, right? (No response. At R. of litter basket.) 
Jesus, you’re a stupid Indian. Can’t you speak any English? No? 
Why the hell did you come here, anyway? Especially if you can’t 
talk any English. You ought to say something. Can’t you even 
say “Thank you”? (Jhe Indian recognizes those words, finally, 
and mimicks them, slowly. Painfully.) 

INDIAN. (In English—very British.) Thank you. 

JOEY. (Crosses to Indian.) I'll be Goddamned! You’re welcome. 
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(Slowly, indicating for The Indian to follow.) You’re welcome. 
(Waits.) 

INDIAN. (In English.) You are welcome. 

JOEY. That’s terrific. You are welcome. (Joey smiles, as though 
all is forgiven. Jn relief.) How are you? 

INDIAN. You are welcome. 

JOEY. No. How are ya? (Joey is excited. The Indian might be 
a second friend!!!) 

INDIAN. (In English—very ‘‘Joey.’’) How are ya? 

JOEY. (Crosses Rr. C. Joyously.) Jesus. You'll be talking like 
us in no time!!! You’re OK, huh? You ain’t bleeding or anything. 
I didn’t wanna’ hurt you none. But Murph gets all worked up. 
You know what I mean. He gets all excited. This ain’t the first 
time, you know. No, sir! 

INDIAN. (In English.) No, sir. 

JOEY. That’s right. He’s especially crazy around broads. (Crosses 
R. below c. basket.) 

INDIAN. (In English.) Broads. 

JOEY. (Forgetting that The Indian is only mimicking.) That’s 
right. Broads. (He pauses and remembers, deeply. p. c. basket.) 
What am I yakking for? Tell me about India, huh? I’d like to 
go to India sometime. Maybe I will. You think I’d like India? 
India? (No response.) That’s where you're from, ain’t it? Jesus, 
what a stupid Indian. India! (Spells the word.) I.N.D.LA. Noth- 
in’, Schmuck. India. 

INDIAN. India. 

JOEY. Yeah! Tell me about India! (Long pause as they stand 
staring at each otber.) No? You're not talking, huh? Well, what 
do you want to do? Murph oughta’ be back soon. (Discovers coin 
in bis pocket. Crosses to Indian. Moves Indian to Rr. C.) You 
wanna’ flip for quarters? Flip? No? Look, Kennedy half. 
(Joey goes through three magic tricks with the coin: No. 1. He 
palms the coin, offers the obvious choice of band, then uncovers 
the coin in bis other band. The Indian raises bis band to bis turban 
in astonisbment.) Like that, huh? (No. 2. Coin slapped on breast.) 
Which hand is it under? This hand right? Which hand is it 
under? Go on, which hand? This hand here! Is it in this hand? 
This hand. No! It’s in this hand. Back to your dumb act? 
Here’s the one you liked! (Does No. 1. This time The In- 
dian points to tbe correct band instantly.) You’re probably some 
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kind of hustler. OK. Double or nothing. (Flips.) Heads, you live. 
Tails, you die. OK? (Uncovers coin.) Ill be a son-of-a-bitch. You 
got Indian luck. Here. (Hands coin to Indian.) 

INDIAN. (Stares in question.) NO? 

JOEY. (Considers cheating.) Take it. You won. No, go ahead. 
Keep it. (Offers coin to Indian who takes it.) I ain’t no Indian 
giver. (Pause. He laughs at bis own joke. No response.) You ain’t 
got no sense of humor, that’s what. (Crosses D. R.) 

INDIAN. Thank you. 

JOEY. (Stares u.) Murph’s my best buddy, you know. Me and 
him were buddies when we were kids. Me and Murph, all the 
time. And Maggie. His kid sister. (Pause.) I had Maggie once. 
Sort of. Well, kind of. Yeah, I had her. That’s right. Murph don’t 
know. Makes no difference now. She’s dead, Maggie. Makes no 
difference when you’re dead. (Sings.) The worms crawl in. The 
worms crawl out. (Speaks.) What the hell difference does it 
make? Right? 

INDIAN. (Steps closer to Joey. In English.) No sir. 

JOEY. (Without noticing.) That’s why Murph is crazy. That’s 
why he gets crazy, I mean. She died seventeen, that’s all. Seven- 
teen. Just like that. Appendix. No one around, There was no one 
around. His old lady? Forget it! The old man took off years ago. 
All there was really was just Murph and Maggie. That’s why he 
could take it. At home. You think my old lady’s bad. She’s noth- 
ing. His old lady’s a pro. You know? She don’t even make a liv- 
ing at it, either. That’s the bitch of it. Not even a living. She’s a 
dog. I mean, J wouldn’t even pay her a nickel. Not a nickel. Not 
that I'd screw around with Murphy’s old lady. Oh! Not that she 
doesn’t try. She tries. Plenty. (His fantasy begins.) That’s why I 
don’t come around to his house much. She tries all the time. 
She wouldn’t charge me anything, probably. But it ain’t right 
screwing your best buddy’s old lady, right? I’d feel terrible if I 
did. She ain’t that bad, but it just ain’t right. I’d bet she’d even 
take Murph on. She probably tries it with him, too. That’s the 
bitch of it. She can’t even make a living. His own God damn 
mother. The other one—Pussyface. You think Pussyface is a 
help? That’s the biggest joke yet. (The Indian is by now thbor- 
oughly confused on all counts. He recognizes the name ‘Pussy- 
face’’ and reacts slightly. Seeing Joey's anxiety, he cuddles bim. 
For a brief moment, they embrace: an insane fatber-and-son 
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tableau. Note: Be careful bere 7. H.) Pussyface. There’s a brain. 
You see what she gave us for Christmas. (He fishes a knife out of 
his pocket.) Knives. Brilliant, huh? Murph’s up on a rap for slic- 
ing a kid and she gives us knives for Christmas. To whittle with. 
She’s carzier than Murphy. Hah. (Joey flasbes his open knife at 
The Indian, who misinterprets the move as spelling disaster. The 
Indian waits, carefully scrutinizing Joey, until Joey begins to look 
away. Joey now wanders to the spot where be pushed Murpb 
off-stage.) Hey, Murph! (Crosses p. rR. The Indian moves slowly 
to the otber side of the stage u. C. Joey sees bis move at once 
and races after bim, thinking The Indian was running away.) Hey. 
Where are you going? Don’t run away. We got to wait for 
Murphy. (Jhe Indian knows be'll be bit. He tries to explain with 
mute gestures and attitude. Jt's futile.) You were gonna’ run off. 
Right. Son of a bitch. You were gonna’ tell Murphy. (u. L. Joey 
punches Indian, left, right, left, rigbt. Indian breaks, runs D. L. be- 
bind baskets, and then R. Joey chases bim hitting bim with a rab- 
bit punch as Indian rusbes against Murpb, who has just entered 
D. R. Indian falls back against booth. The Indian makes one last 
effort to escape and runs the length of the stage, screaming a 
bloodcurdling anguished scream. Murpb enters. Stops. Stares in- 
credulously as The Indian runs into bis open arms. Joey races to 
The Indian and strikes a karate chop to the back of The In- 
dian's neck, Joey is audibly sobbing. The Indian drops to the 
stage as a bull in the ring, feeling tbe final thrust of the sword 
. . « Joey stands frozen above The Indian. Murph stares, first at 
Joey. then to The Indian.) 

MURPH. (From pb. R.) Pussyface isn’t home yet. She’s still in 
New Jersey. Ring-a-leave-eo. 

JOEY. (Staring at Indian. Sobbing, senses bis error.) Indians are 
dumb. 

MURPH. Pussyface isn’t home. I rang her bell. She don’t answer. 
I guess she’s still on vacation. She ruined our game. 

JOEY. (Backs 1. Sobbing.) Oh, jumping Jesus Christ. Jesus. 
Jesus. Jesus. Indians are dumb. 

MURPH. Pussyface ruins everything. She don’t really care about 
our games. She ruins our games. Just like Indians. They don’t 
know how to play our games either. 

JOEY. Indians are dumb. Dumb, (Jle sobs.) 
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MURPH. (Crosses to Joey, slaps bis arm.) What the hell’s 
going on? 
JOEY. He tried to run. J hit him. 
MURPH. Yeah. | saw that. You hit him alright. (Stares at The 
Indian.) Is he alive? (The Indian groans. Pulls bimself to bis 
knees.) 
JOEY. He was fighting. I hit him. 
MURPH. OK. You hit him. (Jhe Indian groans again. Then be 
speaks in a plea.) 
INDIAN. (Murpb turns to look at Indian.) Please. Don’t hurt 
me anymore. What have I done? Please don’t hurt me. 
MURPH. (Jo Joey.) He’s begging for something. Maybe he’s 
begging for his life. Maybe he is. Sure, maybe he is. 
JOEY. (Crosses to Indian. Embarrassed, starts to belp The Indian 
to his feet.) C’mon there, Chief. Get up and face the world. 
C’mon, Chief. Everything’s going to be alright. 
MURPH. What’s got into you, anyway? 
JOEY. C’mon, Chief. Up at the world. Everything’s OK. (Jbe 
Indian ad libs words of pleading and pain.) 
MURPH. Leave him be. (But Joey continues to belp The Indian.) 
Leave him be. What’s with you? Hey, Joey! I said “Leave him 
be!” (Murph pulls Joey back and The Indian pulls back with 
fear.) 
JOEY. (Crosses tL.) OK, Murph. Enough’s enough. 
MURPH. Just tell me what the hell’s wrong with you? 
JOEY. (Kicks basket L.) He tried to run away, that’s all. Change 
the subject. Change the subject. It ain’t important. I hit him, that’s 
all. 
MURPH. OK, so you hit him. 
JOEY. (Rises.) OK! Where were you? Sick. Were you a little 
bit sick? I mean, you couldn’t have been visiting, ’cause there ain’t 
no one to visit, right? 
MURPH. (Crosses to Joey.) What do you mean? 
JOEY. Where the hell were you? (Looks at Murpb and giggles.) 
You’re a little green there, Irish. 
MURPH. You’re pretty funny. What the hell’s so funny? 
JOEY. Nothing’s funny. The Chief and I were just having a lit- 
tle pow-wow and we got to wondering where you ran off to. 
Just natural for us to wonder, ain't it? (Jo The Indian.) Right, 
Chief? 
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MURPH. (Crosses to Indian, feels sweater.) Hey, look at that. 
Turkie’s got a wooly sweater just like yours. Ain’t that a terrific 
coincidence. You two been playing strip poker? 

JOEY. Oh sure. Strip poker. The Chief won my sweater and | 
won three of his feathers and a broken arrow. (Jo The Indian, 
he feigns a deep authoritative voice. Crosses to Indian.) You won- 
der who I am, don’t you? Perhaps this silver bullet will help 
to identify me? (Joey extends bis band. The Indian peers into 
Joey's empty palm, quizzically. As be does, Murpb quickly taps 
the underside of Joey's band, forcing the band to rise and slap 
The Indian's chin, sharply. The Indian pulls back at the slap. 
Joey turns on Murpb, quickly:) What the hell did you do that 
for, ya’ jerk. The Chief didn’t do nothing. 

MURPH. Jesus, you and your Chief are pretty buddy-buddy, 
ain’t you? (Mimicks Joey.) “The Chief didn’t do nothing.” Jesus. 
You give him your sweater. Maybe you'd like to have him up for 
abeer... 

JOEY. (Grabs sweater, crosses L.) Drop it, Murph. You’re giv- 
ing me a pain in the ass. 

MURPH. (Retorts fiercely. Crosses L. to Joey.) You little pisser. 
Who the hell do you think you're talking to? (The telepbone 
rings in the booth, they are all startled. Especially The Indian, 
who senses bope.) 

JOEY. (After a long wait, Joey speaks the obvious, flatly.) It’s the 
phone. 

MURPH. (Jo The Indian.) The kid’s a whiz. He guessed that 
right away. (Second ring.) 

JOEY. Should we answer it? 

MURPH. What for? Who’d be calling here? It’s a wrong num- 
ber. (She phone rings menacingly. A third time. Suddenly The 
Indian darts into the phone booth and grabs the receiver. Joey 
and Murpb are too startled to stop bim until The Indian has 
blurted out bis bopeless plea, in bis own language.) 

INDIAN. Prem? Is this my son? Prem? Please be Prem. Please 
help me. I’m frightened. Please help me. Two boys are hurting 
me... I’m frightened. Please. Prem? (Jhe Indian stops talking 
sbarply and listens. He crumbles as the voice drones the wrong 
reply. He drops tbe receiver and stares with borror at the boys. 
Murpb realizes The Indian's borror and begins to laugh byster- 
ically. Joey stares silently. The Indian begins to mumble and weep. 
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He walks from the pbone booth. The Voice is beard as a drone 
from the receiver. The action freezes.) 
MURPH. (Crosses to booth, bangs up receiver. Laughing.) 
Hey!!! (Kicks bim.) What’s the matter, Turkie? Don’t you have 
a dime? (Steps out of booth, rR.) Give Turkie a dime, Joe. Give 
him a dime. 
JOEY. Jesus Christ. I’d hate to be an Indian. 
MURPH. Hey, the paper! C’mon, Joey, get the paper from him. 
We'll call the Bronx. . 
JOEY. (Crosses to L. of booth.) Cut it out, Murph. Enough’s 
enough. 
MURPH. Get the frigging piece of paper. What’s the matter with 
you anyway ? 
JOEY. I just don’t think it’s such a terrific idea, that’s all. 
MURPH. You’re chicken. That’s what you are. 
JOEY. Suppose his son has called the police. What do you think? 
You think he hasn’t called the police? He knows the old man 
don’t speak any English. He called the police. Right? And they’ll 
trace our call. 
MURPH. You’re nuts. They can’t trace any phone calls. Any- 
way, we'll be gone from here. You're nuts. 
JOEY. I don’t want to do it. 
MURPH. For Christ’s sakes. They can’t trace nothing to nobody. 
Who’s going to trace? Get the paper. 
JOEY. (Pulls back a step.) Get it yourself. Go on. Get it your- 
self. I ain’t going to get it. 
MURPH. C’mon, Joey. It’s not real. This is just a game. It ain’t 
going to hurt anybody. You know that. It’s just a game. 
JOEY. Why don’t we call somebody else? We'll call somebody 
else and have the Indian talk. That makes sense. Imagine if an 
Indian called you up and talked to you in Indian. I bet the Chief 
would go for that alright. (Withdraws u. of basket.) Jesus, 
Murphy. 
MURPH. (Crosses L.) Get the paper and picture. 
INDIAN. What are you going to do now? I’m sorry. | thought 
that was my son, Prem. | thought that it might be Prem calling 
me on the telephone. Prem. That’s who | thought it was. Prem. 
MURPH. (Jo Jndian.) Prem. That’s the name. (Plays the 
rbyme.) 
INDIAN. Prem? 
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MURPH. Yes, Prem. I want to call Prem. Give me the paper with 
his name. 

INDIAN. What are you saying about Prem? Prem ‘s my son. 
What have you done to Prem? What do you know about him? 
Do you know where he is? 

MURPH. Shut up already and give me the paper. (He drags 
The Indian from tbe booth.) Easy. I ain’t gonna’ hurt you. Easy. 
JOEY. Jesus, Murph. 

MURPH. (Jurning The Indian around so that they face each 
other.) This is ridiculous. (He searches The Indian, who resists 
a bit at first, and then not at all. Finally, Alurphb finds the slip of 
paper.) I got it. I got it. Terrific. (Crosses L.) “Prem Gupta.” 
In the Bronx. In the frigging Bronx. This is terrific. Here. Hold 
him. (Indian follows Murpb.) 

INDIAN. (Crosses to Murph.) What are you doing? Are you 
going to call my son? 

MURPH. Shut him up. (Joey grabs Indian, bolds bim c. facing 
D. He fishes for a dime.) Give me a dime, God damn it. This is 
terrific. 

JOEY. (Finds the coins in bis pocket.) Here’s two nickels. (Hands 
them over.) I think this is a rotten idea, that’s what I think. 
(Murpb crosses to booth. Pauses.) And don’t forget to pay me 
back those two nickels either. 

MURPH. (From booth.) Just shut up. (Dials the ‘Information 
Operator."’) Hello. Yeah, I want some information. | want a 
number up in the Bronx. Gupta. G.U.P.T.A. An Indian kid. His 
first name’s Prem. P.R.E.M. No. I can’t read the street right. 
Wait a minute. (He reads.) For Christ’s sakes. How many In- 
dians are up in the Bronx? There must be only one Indian named 
Gupta. There are two Indians named Gupta. (Jo the Operator.) 
Is the both of them names Prem? (Pauses.) Well, that’s what | 
told you. Jesus. Wait a minute. OK. OK. Say that again. OK. 
OK. Right. OK. Thanks. (Hurries quickly to return the coins to 
the slot. Gupta mumbles. To Joey.) Don’t talk to me. (He dials.) 
Six. Seven-four. Oh. One. (Pauses.) It’s ringing. It’s ringing. 
(Pauses.) Hello. (Covers phone with band.) 1 got him! Hello? 
Is this Prem Gupta? Oh swell. How are you? (Jo Joey.) I got 
the kid! (The Indian breaks from Joey's arm and runs to the tele- 
phone .. . Murph sticks out bis leg and holds The Indian mel: 
The Indian fights but seems weaker than ever.) 
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INDIAN. (ndian breaks partially loose. Joey restrains bim D. L. 
of c. basket. Screams.) Please let me talk to my son. (Murpb 
slams The Indian aside, violently. Joey stands frozen watching. 
The Indian wails and finally talks calmly, as in a trance.) Please 
let me talk to my son. Oh Prem. Please, I beg of you. Please. I'll 
give you anything at all. Just tell me what you want of me. Just 
let me talk with my son. Won’t you, please? (Murpb glares at 
The Indian, who no longer tries to interfere, as it becomes obvious 
that be must listen to even the language be cannot understand.) 
MURPH. Just listen to me, will you, Gupta. I don’t know where 
the hell your old man is, that’s why I’m calling. We found an 
old elephant down here in Miami and we thought it must be 
yours. You can’t tell for sure whose elephant is whose. You know 
what I mean? (Murpb is laugbing now.) What was that? Say 
that again. I can’t hear you too well. All the distance between us, 
you know what I mean? It’s a long way down here, you follow 
me? No. I ain’t got no Indian. I just got an elephant. And he’s 
eating all my peanuts. Gupta, you’re talking too fast. Slow down, 
INDIAN. Prem! Prem! Please come and get me. Please let me 
talk to my son, Mister. Why don’t you let me talk to my son? 
(Indian runs R. to booth, Murph shoves bim, Joey pusbes Indian 
to floor holding bim. Joey lays on top of She Indian.) 

MURPH. That was the waiter. I’m in an Indian restaurant. 
(Pauses.) Whoa. Slow down, man. That was nobody. That was 
just a myth. Your imagination. (Pauses. Screams into receiver.) 
Shut up, damn you! And listen. OK? Ok. Are you listening? 
(Murpb tastes the moment. He silently clicks the receiver back 
to the book. Joey crosses U. R. Jo Joey.) He was very upset. 
(Jo The Indian.) He was very upset. (Pauses.) Well, what the 
hell’s the matter with you? I only told him we found an elephant, 
that’s all. I thought maybe he lost his elephant. (Jhe Indian 
whimpers.) 

INDIAN. Why have you done this? What have you said to my 
son? 

MURPH. (Jo Indian.) You don’t have to thank me, Turkie. | 
only told him your elephant was OK. He was probably worried 
sick about your elephant. (Murph laughs. Crosses to Joey.) This 
is terrific, Joey. Terrific. You should have heard the guy jabber. 
He was so excited he started talking in Indian just like the Chief. 
He said that Turkie here and him got separated today. Turkie’s 
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only been in the city one day. You're pretty stupid, Turkie. One 
day in the city ...and look at the mess you’ve made. 
You’re pretty stupid. We'll call again. Sure. (Murpb goes into 
the pbone booth.) Sure. (The Indian leaps on Murph, who 
throws bim off, manically pounding the booth four times, 
screaming:) Get him off of me! (Murpb takes a dime from bis 
pocket, shows it to Joey, and recalls the number. Talking 
into receiver. He dials number again and waits for reply. Joey 
Crosses R., puts one-balf nelson on Indian p. R.) Hello? Is this 
Gupta again? Oh, hello there. I’m calling back to complain about 
your elephant. Hey, slow down, will you? Let me do the talking. 
OK? Your elephant is a terrific pain in the balls to me. Get it. 
Huh? Do you follow me so far? (Pauses.) I don’t know what 
you’re saying, man. How about if I do the talking, alright. Your 
elephant scares hell out of me and my pal here. We don’t like to 
see elephants on the street. Spiders and snakes are OK, but ele- 
phants scare us. Elephants. Yeah, that’s right. Don’t you get it, 
pal? Look, we always see spiders and snakes. But we never ex- 
pect to see an elephant. What do you mean? “I’m crazy”? I don’t 
know nothing about your old man. I’m talking about your ele- 
phant. Your elephant offends the hell out of me. So why don’t 
you be a nice Indian kid and come pick him up? That’s right. 
Wait a minute. I'll have to check the street sign. (Covers the re- 
ceiver.) This is terrific. (Jalks again into the telepbone.) Jesus, 
I’m sorry about that. There don’t seem to be no street sign. 
That’s a bitch. I guess you lose your elephant. Well, what do you 
expect me to do, bring your elephant all the way up to the Bronx? 
Come off it, pal. You wouldn’t ever bring my elephant home. | 
ain’t no kid, you know! I’ve lost a couple of elephants in my day. 
(Listens.) Jesus, you’re boring me now. I don’t know what the 
hell you’re talking about. Maybe you want to talk to your ele- 
phant. Huh? (Jurns to The Indian.) Here, come talk to your 
“pappoose.” (Offers the telephone. The Indian stares in disbe- 
lief, then grabs the telepbone from Murph's hands and begins to 
chatter wildly.) 

INDIAN. Prem? Oh, Prem. Please come and take me away. 
What? I don’t know where I am. Please come and take me to 
your house. Please? There are two bad people. Two young men. 
They are dangerous. I cannot protect myself from them. Please. 
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You must come and get me. (Murph takes bis knife from his 
pocket, cuts the line.) 
MURPH. You’ve had enough, Chief. (Alurpb laughs aloud. In- 
dian staggers C., Murpb crosses to L. of bim showing him the 
danqling cord.) 
INDIAN. (Not at once realizing the line must be connected, con- 
linues to talk into the telepbone, in Hindi.) Prem. Prem. Please 
come here. The street sign reads . . . (He now realizes be bas 
been cut off and stares dumbly at the severed receiver as Murph 
waves the severed cord in his face. Jo Murph.) What have you 
done? 
MURPH. There it is, Turkie. Who you talkin’ to? 
INDIAN. (Jo Joey, screaming a father's fury and disgust.) Why 
have you done this? Please. Please help me. (Joey bas been 
standing throughout the entire scene, frozen in terror and disgust. 
Joey bolts from the stage, muttering one continuous droning sob, 
as Murpb kicks The Indian straight at Joey.) 
MURPH. Go ahead, Joey. Love him. Like a mother. Hey? 
Joey? What the hell’s the matter??? C’mon, buddy??? (Murpb 
turns to The Indian, takes bis band, upstage, and cuts The 
Indian’s band, so blood is on the knife.) Sorry, Chief. This is. 
for my buddy, Joey. And for Pussyface. (He calls off-stage.) 
Joey! Buddy! What the hell’s the matter???2 (Murph races from 
the stage after Joey.) Joey! Wait up. Joey! I killed the Indian! 
(He exits. The Indian stares dumbly at bis band, dripping blood. 
He then looks to the receiver and talks into it.) 
INDIAN. Prem. Prem. (He walks center stage, well away from 
the telepbone booth.) Why can I not hear my son, Prem? Why 
have you done this to me? (Crosses u. S. to call off rR. Suddenly, 
the telepbone rings again. Once. Twice. The Indian is startled. He 
talks into the receiver, while be bolds the dead line in bis bleeding 
band.) Prem? Is that you? Prem? (Jhe telephone rings a third 
time.) Prem. Prem? Is that you? (A fourth ring. The Indian 
knows the telepbone is dead.) Prem. Prem. Help me. Prem. (As 
the telepbone rings a second time, in the silence of the night, the 
sounds of Iwo Boys’ singing is beard:) 
JOEY. 

I walk the lonely streets at night . . . 

A’lookin’ for your door .. . 
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MURPH. 

I look and look and look and look .. . 
TOGETHER. 

But, baby, you don’t care... 

But, baby, no one cares... . 

But, baby, no one cares . . . 
(Their song continues to build, as they repeat the lyrics, so the 
effect is one of many, many voices. The telepbone continues its 
unanswered rind.) 
INDIAN. (In English. He speaks the only words be bas learned.) 
How are you? You’re welcome. You’re welcome. How are you? 
How are you? Thank you. (Jo the front.) Thank you! 


LIGHTS SWITCH OUT TO BLACK 


END OF PLAY 
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HINDI TRANSLATIONS OF INDIAN’S SPEECHES 


. MAI TOOM-HAREE BO-LEE NAH-HEE BOL SAK-TAH. MAI 


TUM-HAH REE BAH-SHA NAH-HEE SAH-MAJ-TAH. 


. MOO-JHAY MAHAF KAR-NAH MAI TOOM-HAH-REE BAH- 


ART NAH-HEE SAH-MAJ SAK-TAH. 


. MAI TOOM-HAREE BAH-AT NAH-HEE SAH-MA)J-TAH. 


MAI AP-NAY LAR-KAY KAH GHA-R DHOO-ND RAH-HAH 
HOOH. OOS-NAY MOO-JHAY MIL-NAH TAR PAHR NAH- 
JAH-NAY WOH CAH-HAH HAI. MAI OOS-KAH MAH-KAN 
DHOO-ND RAH-HAH HOON. OOS-KAH PAH-TAH YEH 
RAH-HAH K-YAH MAI SAH-HEE RAH-STAY PAR HOON. 


. MAI-NAY AP-NAY LAR-KAY KOH SU-BAH SAY NAH-HEE 


DAY-KHA. TOOM-HARA SHAH-HAR BAH-HOOT HEE 
BARAH HAI. 


. MOO-JHAY MAHAF KAR-NAH. MOO-JHAY YAH-HAN AYE 


ZYAH-DA SAH-MAY NA-HEE HOO-AH. 


6. K-YAH KAH-HA TOOM-NAY. 


. YEH K-YAH HAI. 
. BHA-EE MAI TOOM-HAREE BAH-AT NAH-HEE SAH-MAJ 


SAK-TAH. BUS YAH-HAN KIS SA-MAY A-TEE-HAI. K-YAH 
MAI SA-HEE BUS STOP PAR HOON. 


. MAI TOOM-HAREE BAH-AT NAH-HEE SAH-MAJ SAK- 


TAH. , 


. HAH-N. YEH THEE-KH HAI. MAI TOOM-HAREE BAH-SHA 


NAH-HEE SAH-MAJ-TAH. MOO-JHAY MAH-AF_ KAR- 
NAH PAR AH-BHEE MOO-JHAY TOOM-HA-RAY DESH 
AYE KUH-CHAH HEE DIN TOH HU-YAY HAIN. MOO- 
JHAY TOOM-HA-REE BAH-SHA SEE-KH-NAY KAH AH- 
BHEE SAH-MAI HEE NAH-HEE MILAH. MAI AHP-NAY 
LAR-KAY SAY BIH-CHUR GAH-YA HOON. OOS-SAY TOH 
TOOM-HA-RAY DESH MAY RAH-TAY CHAI SAH-AL 
HOH GAH-YE HAIN. JAH-B DOH MAH-HEE-NAY PAH- 
LAY OOS-KEE MAH KAH INTH-KAHL HOO-AH TOH 
OOS-NAY MOO-JHAY YA-HAN BOOH-LAH BHEH-JHA 
OR MAI AH GAH-HAY. WOH BAH-RA HON-HAR 
LAR-KA HAI. MOO-JHAY MAH-AF KAR-NAH KEE MAIH- 
NAY AH-BHEE TOOM-HA-REE BAH-SHA NA-HEE SEE- 
KHEE PAR MAI SEE-KH LOON-GHA. 
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17. 


20. 


2 


=e 


22. 


23. 


24. 


. MOO-JEHAY MAH-AF KAR-NAIT. MAI TOOM-HAREE BAII- 


SHA NA-HEE SAH-MAJ SAK-TA. 


. NA-HEE BHA-YEE TOOM AH-B K-YAH KAH-ROGAY. 
. NA-HEE NA-HEE BHA-YEE. MAI MAH-AFEE MAH-NG-TA 


HOON. 


. NA-HEE. 
. MOO-JHAY OR NAH SAH-TAO. MATH-NAY TOOM-HARA 


K-YAH BIGARAH HAI. MOO-JHAY OR NAH SAH-TAO. 
MOO-JHAY IN-SEH BACHAH-LOH. 


. PREM KYAH WOH MAY-RAH LARKAH HAI. PREM 


(PRAY-EM) BAY-TAH MOD-JHAY BACHAH-LOW. MAI 
FAH-NS GA-YAH HOON. YEH DOH GOON-DAY MOO- 
JHAY MAR RA-HAY HAIN. MAI BA-HOOT GHAH-BARA 
GAYA HOON. PRAY-EM. 


AHB TOOM K-YAH KAH-ROGAY. MOO-JHAY MAH-AF 
KAR-DOH BHA-YEE. MAIH-NAY SOH-CHA TAH KEY WOH 
MAY-RAH BAY-TAH PRAY-EM HAI. MOO-JHAY TELE- 
PHONE KAR RAHA MAI-NAY SOH-CHAH THAH SHA- 
YAHD WOH PRAY-EM HOH. 


. PRAY AIM. 
. TOOM PRAY-AIM KAY BA-RAY MAY K-YAH KAH RA- 


HAY HO. TOOM-NAY PRAY-AIM KOH KYAH KEY-YAH. 
TOOM OOS-KAY BAH-RAY MAY K-YAH JAN-TAY HO. 
K-YAH TOOM JAN-TAY HO WOH KAH-HAN HAI. 


TOOM K-YAH KAR RA-HAY HO. K-YAH TOOM PRAY-AIM 
K-OH BOO-LAH RA-HAY HO. 


. CREE-PAYAH MOO-JHAY AP-NAY LAR-KAY SAY BAH-AT 


KAR-NAY DOH. 


CREE-PAYAH MOO-JHAY AHP-NAY LAR-KAY SAY BAH-AT 
KAR-NAY DOH. MAI TOOM-HARAY HAH-TH JOR-TAH 
HOON. MAI TOOM-HAY JOH MANGO-GAY DOON-GAH. 
BUS MOO-JHAY OOS-SAY BAH-AT KAR-NAY DOH— 
PRAY-AIM BHAI-YAH MOO-JHAY AH-KAY LAY JA-OH. 
MOO-JHAY AP-NAY LAR-KAY SAY BAH-AT KAR-NAY 
DOH MOO-JHAY OOS-SAY BAH-AT K-YOHN NAH-HEE 
KAR-NAY DAY-TAY. 
TOOM-NAY AI-SAW K-YOHN KI-YAH. TOOM-NAY MAY- 
RAY LAR-KAY KOH K-YAH KA-HAH HAI. 
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25. 


26. 


27. 


28. 


29. 


PRAY-AIM, BHAI-YAH PRAY-AIM MOO-JHAY AH-KAY 
LAY JAH-OH K-YAH? MOO-JHAY NAY-HEE PA-TAH MAI 
KAH-HAN HOO-N. MOO-JHAY AH-HP-NAY GHA-AR LAY 
CHAH-LOW YA-HAHN DO-OH BAD-MASH LAR-KAY, JO 
BAH-HOOT KHA-TAR-NAHK HAI—OON-SAY HAI NAH- 
HEE BAH-CHA SAK-TAH AH-PA-NAY KOH. TOOM AIK- 
DAM MOO-JHAY AH-KAY LAY JA-OH. 


PRAY-AIM, PRAY-AIM, YA-HAHN AA-OH. SAH-RAK KAH 
NAH-AM HAI... YEH TOOM-NAY K-YAH KEY-YAH. 


TOOM-NAY YEH K-YOHN KEY-YAH. CRI-PA-YAH MAY- 
REE MAH-DAH-D KAH-ROW. 

PRAY-AIM, PRAY-AIM, MAI AH-PA-NAY LAR-KAY KEY 
AH-WAH-AZ K-YON NAH-HEE SOON SAK TAH. PRAY- 
AIM! TOOM-NAY MAY-RAY SAH-AHTH  AIH-SAW 
K-YOHN KEY-YAW. BAY-TAH PRAY-AIM, K-YAH TOOM 
HO? 


PRAY-AIM, PRAY-AIM, BAY-TAH K-YAH TOOM HO— 
PRAY-AIM PRAY-AIM—MOO-JHAY BAH-CHALO PRAY- 
AIM. 
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PROPERTY PLOT 


PRESET: 
Phone booth: 

2 nickels in coin return 

Cord rigged so it can be cut 

Test bells and buzzers . 
5 city trash cans (two bolted together, bottom to bottom) 
1 city (NYC) arrow type stanchion bus stop sign 
Cigarette butts on deck 


PERSONAL: 


MURPH: 
Knife key chain 
Dime 


JOEY: 
2 nickels 
1 Kennedy half dollar 
Wallet 
Xerox Christmas card inside wallet 
Knife key chain 
Cigarettes and matches 


INDIAN: 
Gupta card (plastic case with address and picture of his son) 
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